DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
That was what I thought, that December evening, and that
was why I wrote as much in an American newspaper in May
1938, and why I wrote, in Insanity Fair, * Czechoslovakia is finished
— for us. You will see this, and soon/
I never had a heavier heart than when I wrote those words, for
I saw in niy mind's eye a prophetic picture —- homeless refugees
huddling in unheated huts, terror-stricken women and children
trailing along wet roads, despairing people weeping in the streets
of Prague. The reverse of that shining golden medal* peace with
honour.
On this sunny June day I took leave of Benesh again, shook his
firm hand, received the usual warm invitation to corne again, any
time. I knew I should never come again to see him in the Hrad-
schin. I went down the hill and said good-bye to Prague. The
streets were full of cheery and smiling people- At the frontiers
stood their fathers, sons and brothers. They did not mind: they
were prepared to perish, so that Czechoslovakia might survive,
truth prevail.
When I next came to Prague Benesh was a broken man* A few*
days after my arrival I saw him, almost alone3 driving to the airport
to leave his country. As I write he lives in a villa in Putney*
I meant at first to call this chapter 'A man of no importance',
On second thoughts I altered it to 'Portrait of a Gentleman*. In
our time these are coming to be interchangeable phrases*
Incidentally, the question whether Benesh *was right or wrong1,
from the point of view of his own country, of Europe, and of a
wider humanity, is one to which the answer cannot yet be given;
in a year or two you will know it*
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